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whom he married, more than to any other
human gift which came to him, John Meigs
owed the stimulus of those gentler and diviner
elements which shaped the original strength
of his nature into the large and rounded beauty
of the later years. Of her, since her eyes will
read these pages, it is not permitted with full-
ness here to speak. When she came to The
Hill, Mrs. Meigs the elder was still living, and
so she was called "Mrs. John." As "Mrs.
John," she has laid her touch, like an accolade,
upon the heedless spirit of many a Hill School
boy, and there are those who work with wor-
thier manhood at their tasks to-day, because
in unforgotten years the knightliness which
slumbered deep within them rose in the thrill
of its first awed recognition to meet the loving
challenge of her eyes. What she has meant to
The Hill School, only the reckoning of many
lives can tell. What she meant to John Meigs,
he only could express whose hands should hold
those uncreated balances in which the values of
a soul are weighed.

It had always been John Meigs' ideal to in-
vest the school as truly as possible with the
atmosphere of a home. The buildings, and all
the physical conditions of the boys' life, were
shaped to express this thought. The boys all
came at meal times into the one dining-room,
tvhere the whole family assembled, headmasterge the "great, supreme blessing of his life/'
